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Sore sighs Sir Gilbert., starting at the bray,
From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay.
So swells each wind-pipe ;  ass intones to ass ;
Harmonic twang ! of leather, horn, and brass ;
Such as from laboring lungs th? enthusiast blows,
High sound, attempered to the vocal nose ;
Or such as bellow from the deep divine ;
There, Webster !   pealed thy voice, and Whitfield !
thine.
But far o'er all, sonorous Blackmore's strain ;
Walls, steeples, sides, bray back to him again.
In Tott'nham fields, the brethren, with amaze,
Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze ;
'Long Chancery Lane retentive rolls the sound,
And courts to courts return It round and round ;
Thames wafts it thence to Rufus? roaring hall,
And Hungerford re-echoes bawl for bawl.
All hail him victor in both gifts of song,
Who sings so loudly, and who sings so long.
This labour passed, by Bridewell all descend,
(As morning pray'r and flagellation end)
To where Fleet-ditch with disemboguing streams
Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames,
The king of dykes ! than whom no sluice of mud
With deeper sable blots the silver flood.
" Here strip, my children ! here at once leap in,
Here prove who best can dash through thick and
thin,
And who the most in love of dirt excel,
Or dark dexterity of groping well.